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Petrichor 


Have you ever tried to get Izzy out of the house? No? | can tell you now that it's easier to get blood out of a 
stone. I've tried so | know. The stone bled Izzy didn't leave the house. 


Leaning against the counter of the rustic kitchen, | can see him sitting on the cobbled veranda. He's got a 
guitar in his lap and | know that his eyes will be filled with that distant look of a soul that doesn't belong on 
this planet. He's just waiting for that moment when he can leave and finally fly free, happy to have the chains 
of his earthly existence broken. Souls like him don't belong here. They're too pure and too sensitive, easily hurt 


by the world in which they have to inhabit. 


Which is why we've built this perfect little oasis in a perfect little town Its a home that feels as though it's a 
million miles away from a civilisation that prizes scandals and accolades over simple human decency. Orange 
trees thrive amid the scrub and the house is ringed with a winding fence that subtly tells people to stay the 
hell out. A red roofed veranda sweeps around the single story building, giving shade no matter what the time 
of day. Mountains keep the building so hidden you wouldn't know we were here. It's as close to being off the 


grid as you can get to actually disconnecting yourself from everything. 


Right now the sky doesn't look very blue. Dark clouds are rolling in and the air has become thick with humidity. 


But it's not going to stop my old souled hippy. If anything, he'll stay out there until the storm clears, only 


returning to the confines of the house once the heat becomes too much to bear. 


As thunder begins to rumble, | step outside and pull up a seat next to him. He looked at me with that doe- 
eyed look and smiles before leaning closer and resting his head against mine. | can feel how unwound his body 
is. Relaxing is something he takes seriously as it doesn't happen very often for those whose bodies 


unconsciously track the world's changes. 
Hey’ 

"Hey," | softly reply. "Planning on staying out here?" 

| feel him nod against me, his raggedy hair brushing my cheek. ‘It feels wonderful right now" 
"No stress?" 


Again, he nods and | reach out to stroke his hair. It's not often that | get him as chilled as this and I'm going 
to enjoy every moment of it. Lightning streaks across the darkened sky and he doesn't even flinch, a sign that 
it may well be a long afternoon as he sleeps away the pressure that the world inadvertently places on his 


shoulders. 


Its stress that so many of us have been seeing. A president who wants to start World War 3. The return of 
mass intolerance. Entire countries turning against us because of our political situation Instability of every kind. 
Even if you don't watch the news, sooner or later this information will filter down to you and seep in to your 
muscles. The tension will take over your shoulders and the headaches will increase. You'll pray for freedom 
from it. Unfortunately, freedom is rarely granted and you're left looking to the bottom of the bottom or the 


eye of a syringe for escape. 


But not us. We left those painkillers behind many years ago, as did many others like us. And, for us, the world 
may seem to be that little more bleak. That little darker. Which is why moments like this are so important, a 


chance to rebuild the fragile pieces of a shattered world. 


Rain begins to fall, wetting the parched ground and splashing in to the fountain. The stream that runs through 
our grounds will be happily replenished if only for a day or two. | watch as Izzy slips a foot from his well-worn 
flip flops and sticks it out from beneath the sloping roof. | feel a shiver roll over his body as warm raindrops 
tickle his skin and | see a smile twist his lips. He's as happy as can be, listening and watching and breathing in 
the clear air that the rain brings. 


‘| love you," he murmurs. 


"I love you, Too," | quietly reply. 


| feel his body grow heavier and know that soon the rest he so desires will take over. It's these calm and 


peaceful moments like these that l, and Izzy, live for. 


